CITY OF LONDON CHURCHES

strong: not counting an exhausted charity school in
a gallery, which has dwindled away to four boys, and
two girls. In the porch is a benefaction of loaves of
bread, which there would seem to be nobody left in
the exhausted congregation to claim, and which I
saw an exhausted beadle, long faded out of uniform,
eating with his eyes for self and family when I passed
in. There is also an exhausted clerk in a brown wig,
and two or three exhausted doors and windows have
been bricked up, and the service books are musty,
and the pulpit cushions are threadbare, and the whole
of the church furniture is in a very advanced stage of
exhaustion. We are three old women (habitual), two
young lovers (accidental), two tradesmen, one with a
wife and one alone, an aunt and nephew, again two
girls (these two girls dressed out for church with
everything about them limp that should be stiff, and
vice versa, are an invariable experience), and three
sniggering boys. The clergyman is, perhaps, the
chaplain of a civic company; he has the moist
and vinous look, and eke the bulbous boots, of
one acquainted with 'Twenty port, and comet
vintages.

We are so quiet in our dullness that the three
sniggering boys, who have got away into a corner
by the altar-railing, give us a start, like crackers,
whenever they laugh. And this reminds me of my
own village church where, during sermon-time on
bright Sundays when tHe birds are very musical
indeed, farmers' boys patter out over the stone pave-
ment, and the clerk steps out from his desk after
them, and is distinctly heard in the summer repose
to pursue and punch them in the churchyard, and is
seen to return with a meditative countenance, making
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